MEANWHILE
They may be Black Shirts themselves for all we know. We'll
have to hide him and get him out of this country somehow or
Murder it will be.5
Frant's thin face expressed understanding and solicitude. She
was a white-faced, wisp-haired woman with much potential
excitement in her small bright-blue eyes. 'Have you locked the
valet's door beyond the bathroom?5 she asked pallidly aglow.
4 I'll see nobody comes in from the passage.3
One might have imagined that the rescue of fugitives was a
part of her normal duties.
Mrs. McManus skilfully but tactfully disengaged Mrs. Rylands'
hands from the gratitude of Signor Vinciguerra. c The great thing
here is Silence,' she whispered, shaking him kindly but im-
pressively. 'There's Fascists maybe in the rooms above and
Fascists maybe downstairs and they're almost certain to be
listening outside the window. If you'll just sit down in that chair
and collect yourself quietly I'll give you some biscuits and a trifle
more brandy.3
Signor Vinciguerra was wax in her hands.
Mrs. Rylands, disembarrassed, was free to make a general
survey of the situation. She put two towels in the bathroom and
found Philip's shaving things and a sponge. From the wardrobe
she got a dressing-gown and in the chest of drawers were pyjamas.
The man seemed to be famished. Miss Frant could get some
sandwiches without remark. Or Bovril. Bovril would be better.
Unless Signor Vinciguerra made too much noise or talked too
loudly in his sleep he could with reasonable luck be safe here for
some days. Philip's room opened into the little sitting-room that
gave on the balcony and into which her own bedroom opened on
the other side. No one was likely to go into it. Signor Vinciguerra
could lock himself in and answer only to an agreed-on tap. She
could profess to be ill until definite action was called for and Miss
Frant could make up a bed for Mrs. McManus on the couch in
the ante-room, barring all intrusion of the maids. Food could be
brought up; not much but sufficient to keep the good man going.
And so having provided for the temporary security of Signor
Vinciguerra the next problem was how to get rid of him.
He was left to his toilet in Philip's apartment. Miss Frant,
after a whispered consultation with Mrs. McManus in the
ante-chamber, went downstairs to order and wait for a large
cup of Bovril and toast and learn how things in general were